CHAPTER V

KHYBER PASS :   THROUGH THE VALLEY OF SUDDEN
DEATH

IT was on a sizzling hot July morning that we set
off from Afghanistan. As we motored across the
plain from Peshawar to Fort Jamrud and Khyber
Pass, the intensity of the sun made us feel as if
we were crossing the floor of the crater of Ivfount
Vesuvius or the bottom of the nethermost pit.
It was just the day on which Peshawar's summer
average of a hundred heat-strokes and sunstrokes
between dawn and sunset was sure to be main-
tained. It was also the one day when we were
particularly anxious to avoid all tropical maladies,
because on this day we hoped to bring true the
dream of two long years and penetrate the
hitherto forbidden country of Afghanistan.

Although I have always been lucky enough to
escape strokes and am therefore unable to discuss
either heat-stroke or sunstroke from actual per-
sonal experience, I have been on speaking terms
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